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To Avery, Emma, Everly, and Claire

This book is for you.

Every room I’ve designed, every piece I’ve collected, every risk I’ve taken—it’s all been with you in mind. You are the heart behind everything I create.

I hope that as you grow, you carry with you the understanding that home isn’t just a place. Home is a feeling. It’s built with intention, shaped with love, and filled with stories. Some of those stories are already yours. Some you’ll write yourselves.

I want you to know that strength doesn’t always look loud. Sometimes it looks like staying when it’s hard. Like trying again when you’re unsure. Like building a life from the inside out—slowly, honestly, imperfectly, and with everything you’ve got.

You’ve watched me build something from nothing. You’ve seen me tired, unsure, and stretched thin. But I hope what you remember most is that I never stopped. Not for a second. Because there isn’t a thing in this world I wouldn’t do for you.

May you always know your worth. May you chase your dreams with grit and grace. And when you think of me, I hope you remember a woman who believed in herself and know that you can too. Carry that belief with you and pass it on. Let it live on through the women you become and the ones who come after you.

You are my greatest legacy. All my love,

Mom
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I CAME FROM A LARGE FAMILY — A SMALL ARMY OF COUSINS WERE ALWAYS RUNNING AROUND. Family gatherings were loud, chaotic, and often packed wall to wall with people, but they were full of life and love. A strong sense of connection, warmth, and creativity threaded through everything we did.

Because we didn’t have much in the way of money, we learned how to make things ourselves. Being resourceful wasn’t optional; it was part of everyday life. I learned to sew at a pretty young age, thanks to my mom and grandmother. I made a pillow as a thank-you gift for my first-grade teacher, carefully stitching it together with tiny hands and a proud little heart.

So many of my early memories take place in my grandmother’s sewing room. It wasn’t fancy, but to me it was a creative sanctuary. I’d sit quietly (well, as quietly as a kid could) and watch my mom and aunts moving around the room with purpose—cutting fabric, pinning patterns, threading machines. They sewed everything from wedding dresses to baby blankets, often for people in our family. There was always another cousin on the way, and someone was always knitting, sewing, or crafting something special in preparation.

It was in that room that I absorbed so much more than just technical skills. I learned the rhythm of making, the unspoken communication between women who had done this for decades, the joy of creating something by hand. It was never about perfection—it was about care and doing what you could with what you had.

And then one day I set it all on fire. Yes, on fire.

At some point, someone, maybe in a hurry or out of habit, had stacked bolts of fabric on top of an old gas stove in the sewing room. To this day, I have no idea why the stove was still connected or how no one saw it as a hazard. But there it was, and there I was—bored and curious, playing with the knobs.

The next thing I knew, flames were roaring up the fabric and the entire room lit up. I remember smoke and shouting and sheer panic. My mother, in full crisis mode, scooped me up and tossed me—yes, tossed me—into the arms of the milkman who just happened to be walking up the path. My mother ran off to find my grandfather in his garage. Somehow, despite the chaos, everything turned out okay. The fire was put out, the house survived, and miraculously so did I.

It’s one of those stories we still laugh about to this day—the kind that becomes family lore. Looking back, I realize that even in that moment, the setting is layered with something else. The sewing room wasn’t just where something dramatic happened. It was a place where I learned how to be hands-on, how to problem-solve, how to create, and how to appreciate the effort behind things that are made with love.

It’s funny how much those early experiences shaped who I became. Long before I ever thought of design as a career, I was learning what it meant to make the life around me prettier than I found it, even when resources were limited. I saw the way my family turned “not much” into something meaningful, and that’s at the heart of how I approach design today.


MY FIRST DESIGN MEMORY

I grew up in a small town in upstate New York. There wasn’t a whole lot to do, so we spent most of our time outside. We made up games, created stories, and used what we had around us. My grandparents’ sandy driveway became one of my favorite places to play.

The adults would be inside my grandparents’ home: the aunts around the kitchen table with my grandmother, catching up and laughing for hours; the uncles in the living room with my grandad, usually watching TV. Meanwhile, my cousins and I—covered in sand and completely entertained—were out in the driveway until it got dark.

That driveway is where I first remember being drawn to design. I used to find sticks in the woods and draw “floor plans” in the sand, outlining kitchens, bedrooms, and living areas. I’d sketch in furniture, appliances, even doorways. I had one rule: You couldn’t walk through the walls. You had to enter through the doorways I’d drawn. To me, it felt like a real house, and I took it seriously.

It’s clear that design was something I was naturally drawn to, even before I had a name for it. At the time, I didn’t know what an interior designer was. That kind of career wasn’t something people talked about in our town. But it’s funny to realize how much those early experiences shaped the way I see the world now.



HOW A LITTLE SOMETHING CHANGED EVERYTHING

In 2013 I was living in my seventh house. I remember that detail vividly, not because I was counting—each home left a mark on me in some way. This house, though, felt different. It was filled to the brim with real life: toys on the floor, laundry baskets never quite empty, the chatter of little girls, and the hum of constant motion. I was living there with my husband at the time and our three daughters. Our youngest, Everly, had just been born, which made life even more full—chaotic, beautiful, and exhausting.

I was also running a small babysitting service out of our home. It was mostly for our neighbors, working parents who needed daytime care for their little ones. It wasn’t a big business by any means, but it allowed me to stay home with my girls and contribute to our family income. Every dollar helped. It also gave me time—time inside my home, time to reflect, and time to create.

With so many little ones underfoot, you might not think creativity would thrive, but for me, it bloomed. That house became my canvas. During naptime or quiet moments, I’d find myself studying the rooms, wondering how I could rearrange the furnishings to make the rooms feel new; how to make them work better, feel better, look better. I didn’t have a lot of money to work with, but that never stopped me. It actually made me more creative.

Since I was a kid, I have had a passion for decorating. I rearranged my bedroom multiple times a month just for the fun of it. I would spend Saturdays cutting the grass or doing chores so that I could afford an antique bed I found in a store window. The back covers of Reader’s Digest magazine often featured pictures of famous artwork. I’d rip the backs off, frame them, and put them up around my house. I was a sucker for yard sales and secondhand shops, digging through dusty treasures for anything that felt special. I learned to see potential in the castoffs. With a little elbow grease and some paint, a forgotten piece could become a beloved part of my room.

That same spirit carried with me into adulthood. But instead of styling a single bedroom, I had an entire house to play with. And thankfully I still loved the hunt. Every Saturday morning, I’d wake up early, drag the girls out of their beds, and head out to local auctions. These were often estate sales from old farmhouses, filled with worn, beautiful pieces that told stories. While the girls ran around, playing and eating baked goods made by the local grandmas there, I got really good at bidding. Really good. I’d show up with a budget of a hundred dollars, and more often than not, I’d leave with a truckload of furniture for less than seventy-five dollars. I even recall waiting all day to bid on a floral sofa I had to have. Little Emma even fell asleep on it, which helped me win it in the end.

I’m not exaggerating. It was wild.

None of the items I brought home were worth much on paper. However, I saw potential and they were mine to transform. I refinished pieces on my lawn, often with a baby monitor clipped to my waistband and toddlers playing on a swing set nearby. I painted dressers, reupholstered chairs, sanded wooden tables, and even experimented with homemade wood stains using tea bags.

I chronicled all of it on a little blog I started: House Seven. It was a quiet corner of the internet where I could share what I was doing and maybe inspire someone else along the way. Blogging gave me an outlet to express myself creatively. It was my space—my words, my photos. It was slow-paced and imperfect, and it was mine. I wrote about how I transformed those old pieces of furniture. I wrote about rearranging the rooms in my home and using what I had to get the look I wanted. I wrote about the model home sales I’d attend to buy discounted furniture and how I styled those finds to look like they came straight from design magazines.

The truth was, I couldn’t afford the things I saw in those magazines, but that never stopped me from being inspired by them. I’d study every image, analyzing the shapes and textures, the way rooms were lit, how furniture was laid out, and how accessories were layered. Then I’d do my best to recreate it with what I had or what I could thrift or make myself.

It was around that time that I stumbled upon an app that would completely shift the course of my life. I was reading another home blogger’s post. She had these beautiful photos that looked like they had been taken on a vintage film camera—soft, warm, perfectly imperfect. She mentioned using a “filter” through this app, Instagram. I was intrigued. What’s a filter? And what is this app?

I downloaded Instagram, not really expecting much. It was simple. You snapped a photo, chose a filter, wrote a caption, and posted. That’s it. But what it allowed was pure magic. It gave me a way to quickly and beautifully document the creative work I was doing without needing to carve out hours to write a blog post. That mattered, because by then, time had become even more scarce. Between babysitting, taking care of my daughters, nursing a




















e9781423668596/images/f0002-01.jpg





e9781423668596/fonts/Tangerine-Regular.ttf


e9781423668596/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781423668596/images/f0004-01.jpg





e9781423668596/images/f0009-01.jpg





e9781423668596/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


e9781423668596/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Contents


		Introduction


		The Rooms

		The Entryway: Where Your Story Begins


		Family Room: The Heart of the Home


		Dining Room: The Soul of the Home


		Kitchen: The Workhorse of the Home


		Mudroom and Laundry: Contained Chaos


		Bedroom: A Place to Rest and Breathe


		Bathroom: Design as Solitude







		Making and Preserving Memories


		Design Handbook

		Wallpaper: The Personality of the Home


		Lighting: Inspire Feeling


		Textiles: Textural Storytelling


		Vintage Pieces: Timeworn Comfort


		Window Treatments: Balancing Light and Beauty


		Furnishings: Honor Character


		Color Palettes: Rooted in Nature


		Finishes: Where Beauty Meets Endurance







		Acknowledgments


		Author’s Note


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Contents


		Introduction


		The Rooms


		The Entryway: Where Your Story Begins


		Family Room: The Heart of the Home


		Dining Room: The Soul of the Home


		Kitchen: The Workhorse of the Home


		Mudroom and Laundry: Contained Chaos


		Bedroom: A Place to Rest and Breathe


		Bathroom: Design as Solitude


		Making and Preserving Memories


		Design Handbook


		Acknowledgments


		Author’s Note


		About the Author


		Copyright








		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		7


		6


		8


		9


		11


		12


		15


		16


		10


		13


		14


		17


		19


		20


		18


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		33


		32


		34


		35


		37


		36


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		47


		46


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		77


		76


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		95


		96


		94


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		129


		128


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		137


		138


		136


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		167


		166


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		193


		194


		192


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240








e9781423668596/images/f0007-01.jpg





e9781423668596/images/common01.jpg





e9781423668596/images/9781423668596.jpg





e9781423668596/fonts/EBGaramond-SemiBold.ttf


e9781423668596/images/title.jpg
Heirloo
KJ%/W

Photographs by Joseph Bradshaw

N4
e
8.

ANISSA ZAJAC

\/

Gibbs Smith





e9781423668596/fonts/RedHatText-Light.ttf


e9781423668596/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


